ITALIAN   AMERICANS
Well, I've got an earthquake of an American writer
here who is driving me crazy, and he has to see Carlo.
He can't see him? I tell you he should see him. Oh,
Carlo is right there in the printing office now, beside
you at the telephone! All right, Seabrook will hurry
in a taxi, and I'll be glad to be rid of him."
So I went down to the office of // Martello, Tresca's
paper, published twice a month if his presses don't get
smashed in the interval, and there was no sign of Carlo
Tresca, but a gentle, swreet, pretty little girl who looked
like an Italian Madonna with her hair coiled in braids,
who told me her name was Virginia Vacirca. Her
father, Vincenzo Vacirca, Socialist Deputy, had been
kicked out of Rome by Mussolini, and was now making
fiery speeches against Caesar in the Forum—that is, the
" Vanguard Forum." She said Carlo had just rushed
out to catch the train for Chicago. Over in another side
of the room was a very large, glowering Sicilian, who
played with a long butcher's knife on the desk.
Virginia assured me that the knife was merely a paper-
cutter. Two more glowering gentlemen came in, and
sat over there too. They glared at me and told me
Carlo had gone, andato via to Chicago. I happened to
turn round to see if there were any other Sicilian
gentlemen with butcher's knives behind me, and there
was all of Carlo's baggage, handsome pigskin with his
initials in gold, piled on a table, and I said, " Look,
Virginia, I'm a friend of Emma Goldman's. She
cooked dinner for me and gave my wife red roses.
Please have a heart! What's the matter with me talk-
ing to Carlo Tresca? "

